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| was trying not to contemplate the situation that had taken place between Robert and me on the plane. | was 
trying to hide my excitation every time | saw him. | might be very young, but | was fully aware that that 
night shouldn't have happened. 


Peter, in those infrequent moments when he stayed with us longer, was watching me intently. He was doing 
this when my face was turning red while | was talking with Robert, or when | was making mistakes, fulfilling 
Peter's instructions. Finally, he decided to talk with me. 

"I'd like to know what bothers you", he started without any special introduction. As usual. "Go on, I'm listening’. 
"| don't understand, all is fine ", | said, trying to avoid this conversation, but he didn't let me to finish. 

"Listen, | have no time for bullshit. | can see that something's up, I'm guessing that it's about a boy, only | 
don't know who is he. | just don't want any hassles. Crying, split-ups, God forbid pregnancy .. nothing of those 


should bother Jimmy. He has to have clear head and not to worry about you. " 


| bowed my head. Is there anything what can stay hidden from this man? And by the way, why Jimmy is 


always in the centre of everything? 


"ll be fine, no problems, don't worry. But yeah.. Maybe it is actually about a boy ..", | slightly stuck on the 
word ‘boy’ in relation to Robert," .. but | can handle it. " 


Peter looked at me with his piercing gaze and patted me on the shoulder with his bear paw. And then, 
surprisingly, briefly and gently stroked my cheek . 


"Did you fall in love?" He smiled, and his smile was really charming when he wanted it to be like that. 
"| guess so .." | murmured vaguely, embarrassed. 

"Ohhh shit .", he sighed heavily and waved his hand and left. 

After all, | decided to avoid him as much as it was possible. He was too perceptive. 


| realized that | just entered into the springtime of my loving. And that was never easy for young girls, so 


sensitive and easy to hurt. 


** 
| entered the place where | shouldn't be. 


Quite a big room, thick cigarette smoke hanging low, loud music. There were three girls with Bonzo, Cole and 


Robert. Food on the table was partially eaten, some glasses with alcohol stood there. Amongst dishes | saw 


little foil bags with whitish powder. 


When | entered, Robert was leaning over the table and snorting a generous dose of white powder through a 
straw. | felt a pang in my heart. | knew, of course, that there are drugs in the band. | was aware that Jimmy 


and Robert, but also John, Cole, Peter and others, use them quite often But for the first time | really SAW it. 


Robert raised his head, throwing with one gesture his blond mane on his back and wiped his nose from powder. 
He closed his eyes and leaned back in the couch. One of the girls sitting next to him clung to his chest and 
kissed him on the cheek. He did not react, even when her hand went up on his thigh. | blurted out a sigh. | 
couldn't look at it, and at the same time, | couldn't stop watching. The girl fawned on him like a cat. The rest of 
people in there were completely not paying attention. They also been snorting the drug. Bonzo laughed out loud 
with Cole's joke. 


| didn't know why instead of going out from there, | went to the bathroom. | looked at myself in the mirror. | 
had a big blush, wide open, glasslike eyes and parted lips. | tried to catch the air. | blinked, and tears rolled down 


my cheeks 


| couldn't stop crying. All the time in my head | had a picture of that girl fawning on Robert. | touched to the 


tiles on the wall with my hot cheek, trying to cool off. My hands were cold, pale, with blue nails. | probably 
clenched my fists too much. When | finally calmed down enough to decide to go out, | rinsed my face with cold 
water, wiped with toilet paper because there was no towel and pressed the door handle. 


Music was still roaring, but there were only Robert and the girl in the room. The rest of company vanished. 
But those two.. 


The girl, completely naked, was sitting on Robert's lap. He embraced her buttocks while she was riding him 
wildly, jumping up and down, groaning. Robert's jeans rested around his ankles, but it was not bothering him in 
any way. His head rested on the sofa's headrest, his eyes were still closed, his face glistened with sweat. Low 


grunts were coming out of girl's parted lips. 
They didn’t notice me. | ran out of there as fast as | could. | felt sick 


When | saw Robert the next morning, he behaved as usual. Why not, eventually? He did nothing out of the 
ordinary. Sex and drugs on tour were the norm, they didn't hide it too much. Not once and not twice, Robert, 
being in reckless mood, announced from the stage that he just had a blow job backstage. Then, usually, | 
thought it was funny. But now | saw how it really looks. 

The girl was probably fobbed off by Cole. For Robert, that meant nothing and she got what she came for. 
Everyone was happy. 


Except of my wounded heart. 


Jimmy eventually noticed my bad mood, but he wasn't too eager to interrogate me. He only asked if everything 
was okay with me, was | sick, because | had puffy eyes. | lied that | was watching tv late in the night, so | was 
sleepy. IT was enough for him. 


| was turning my head to other direction, seeing Robert. | still had that picture of him snorting cocaine stuck in 


my head. 


A few days passed, maybe a week and a half. | felt bad, | caught a cold Nothing serious enough to stay in bed, 
but strong enough that | felt lousy. Aching head, runny nose, hoarseness. All | was able to do was just to 
order a cup of tea with honey, and go to a common lounge on the first floor of the hotel where we stayed, 
and watch TV. Or actually, to stare blankly at the screen. It was late evening, the company hid in their rooms, 


trying to get some rest. | wasn't in the mood for discussions, anyway. 


Lounge was plunged in semi-darkness, the blinds were closed and the only light was coming from softly playing 
TV. Cozy chairs and sofas were encouraging to rest on them. | moved a small table to one of the chairs and 
sat down with a sigh which suddenly turned into a brief coughing attack. 

When | regained my breath, | wiped the tears from my eyes and cheeks and looked around to find the TV 


remote control. 


"Did doctor see you?", | heard a quiet, hoarse voice from the darkness. | jumped, startled 


"Pardon me?", | said, not being sure who it was. 

" | think doctor should auscultate you. That cough is ugly", | heard. 

| had no more doubts. It was Robert. 

"No, l'm fine, really. I's just a cold", | muttered. "Do you have a zapper somewhere handy?" 


He handed me it without a word. | looked around and lighted a small table lamp. | didn't want to sit in darkness. 


Robert hissed and squinted. | took a good look at him. 

"Well, you are also not as fresh as a daisy", | noticed with a sneer. 
He has puffy eyes and pale complexion. 

"Too much of partying..2" 

He looked at me, frowning. 

"Don't exaggerate. Not more than usual.” 

"Oh, just make sure that all these girls and drugs won't kill you ." 


"What are you talking about?" | sensed a light exasperation in his voice. And | also had no desire for fruitless 


discussions. 
"You really don't know? | know pretty well what you're doing after the concerts, at the parties. All of you.. 


Girls are still hanging around here, some of them are ending up in your beds, or they are not even get there, 


because you are touching them in the hallways, or couches .. "I stopped because | started to cough 
Robert stared at me dumbfounded 

"Yes, Robert, Ive seen a lot." | said, when attack passed. 

"Indeed, so it looks like.", he was thinking for moment. "Maybe you shouldn't travel with us?" 

"Or, maybe, you should behave yourself better?" 


"What's the matter, baby?", he asked suspiciously quiet. "Are you going to be the conscience of the band? | 


don't have patience for that, nor desire, to be honest. " 


| hated when someone was addressing me ‘baby’. And he said that with that particular tone which almost made 


me to cry. And |, instead of talk him back, lowered my voice. 
‘lm sorry .. It wasn't my intention to caution you in any way. You are an adult. | just .. ok, it doesn't matter". 


| lost interest for that conversation. Again, with eyes of my imagination, | saw that girl on Robert. 
In response, he stood up with a sigh from his seat, sat down on the armrest of my armchair and kissed me on 


the top of my head. 


"No, I'm sorry. I'm tired. Really, I'm starting to have enough of this tour. | can't get away from this feeling, an 
impression, that we chase after something which eludes us. | feel pessimistic... l'm going to bed. Good night. And 
you don't sit too long too", he said and walked away, kissing me again on the top of my head. 


Two days later, late in the evening, | entered into his room without knocking . | was one hundred percent sure 
that he wasn't there, because as far as | knew, he supposed to be at the rehearsal. Peter asked me to give 
Robert the camera that he wanted to have and which was purchased for him a day before. A courier from 


the store just delivered it. 


| opened the door with an elbow, holding the camera in one hand and some documents given to me by Peter, in 
the other one. | slammed them with my leg. Quite loudly. A person lying on the bed jumped up. | barely noticed 
it, because the room was almost completely dark, the blinds were closed, so not too much of the evening light 


could come in through them. 


Robert was lying on his right side, with his hands tucked between his thighs, quite as if he was freezing. He 


was wearing only his underpants. He didn’t open his eyes, so | approached cautiously closer. 


It seemed to me that he was sweaty, his face glistened. | thought he had a fever. | put the Peter's papers and 
the camera on the coffee table and knelt down beside the bed. | gently touched Robert's forehead. It was cool, 
but in fact, it seemed to me moist. | touched his cheeks and bare back. | recalled the touch of his hot skin on 
mine, then, on the plane. 

He moved slowly and lazily, still not opening his eyes. | put my hand on his chest, and felt strongly beating 
heart. Suddenly, his hand went to mine and covered it. Startled, | wanted to withdraw, but he didn’t let me. Still 


not opening his eyes, reached out and pulled me on top of himself. 


| could react - squeak, scream or try to break out. But ...| didn't. Instead of it, | hugged to his chest, allowing 
my head to fell on his collarbone, and my forehead to rest under his chin 

With a gentle move he placed my body between his legs. He lifted his head and blindly, because he still didn't 
open his eyes, searched for my mouth. | froze for a moment when he found them. Was | dreaming? Was he 
aware of what was going on? 

| opened my mouth to help his tongue easily slip inside. He did it slowly, as if he was exploring a new land. In 
the meanwhile, his hands slid under my shirt. | sighed, when he successfully dealt with bra's clasp. In almost 
one move Robert lifted my shirt up and rolled over so that | found myself under him. He slid down and kissed 


my breasts. | entangled fingers in his hair and groaned when he firmly sucked my nipple. 


And then he finally opened his eyes. 
A few seconds took him to get used to the darkness. And then his eyes expressed disbelief and horror . He 
rapidly pulled away from me. 


"Jesus Christ.. What are you doing here?", he exclaimed. 


"| brought you your camera.", | replied truthfully, even if it seemed to be an absurd. Especially since | was still 


lying topless next to him. 


"A camera?", he didn't understand what | was talking about. He sat down on the bed as far away from me as 


he could, unsuccessfully trying to hide his considerable erection | pointed at a coffee table. 


"But, how THIS could happen..2" He paused, obviously not really wanting to call a spade a spade. | lowered my 
blouse and pulled out bra through its sleeve. 


"I don't know .. you dragged me to you and started ... well, you know." 
He nervously ruffled his already tousled hair. 
"Oh, shit. Listen, l'm sorry ... | don't know how it happened, it seemed to me it was a dream .. | didn't realize." 


"Okay, I'm fine," | was trying to calm him down. "Everything's ok. But.. maybe it's too much drugs..? Don't you 
think?" 


| sent a long look at the bedside table, where a small bag with white powder and a straw were lying. He didn't 
say a word. 

Only got up and looked around the room, looking for trousers. He didn't find them eventually, even though they 
were lying on top of the armchair. He sat on it, crossing his legs a bit like a woman, which looked quite 


hilarious. 

"Why didn't you defence?", He asked after a while, lighting a cigarette. | got confused a bit. 
"Because. you didn't scare me". 

"Did you want it?", he continued. 


| smiled in response and got out of the bed. 
"Your camera is on the table. Let me know if it won't be ok" | said and left. 


On the other side of closed doors my legs weakened. They were trembling like jelly. Heart was pounding in my 
chest, | felt burning blush on my cheeks . My skin was burning in places where Robert touched me. Lips 
seemed to be swollen from kissing. At the end of the corridor doors slammed. | pulled myself together and 


tore my back off the wall. 


That night | was rolling on the bed from side to side, unable to sleep. 


| finally found solace in pleasure, which | achieved with my own fingers, while imagining that they were his. 


From the next day, | was catching Robert from time to time on watching me. He had enigmatic expression on 
his face. But | also noticed that he was trying to find himself close to me under any pretext. In the elevator, in 
a car, at mealtimes, if we only ate together, in a larger group. A delicate touch of his thigh, pressed against 
my thigh, a warm hand on my shoulder, shoveling unruly strand from my forehead.. He was doing it so 
discreetly that no-one paid attention. No-one but me. 


We stuck in the door, one trying to pass the other. For a short time we couldn't synchronise our moves, which 
made us to laugh. When | finally was able to pass Robert by, he grabbed my arm and pulled me toward him. 
| staggered and smashed my face on his chest: 


"Oh! I'm sorry! | didn't mean itl", he exclaimed, stroking my hair, looking in my eyes, smiling. 

"Hey! Watch out! ", | exclaimed, catching my balance back. 

In response, he kissed me lightly on the lips. For a moment | stood there stunned, while he was already walking 
away, throwing his hair on the back in a little bit nonchalant gesture. 

There were lots of such situations. A little too many to believe that was an accident. He was looking for my 
company in this strange, childish way. | was surprised that he was acting this way. It was funny though. 

But | couldn't deny that it was flattering me, satisfying my ego, or whatever you call it. | could see, that he 
was interested in me somehow, despite the age difference between us. Despite dividing us .. almost everything. 
The nights were exhausting for me. | had to wait long before | fall asleep. Sleep wasn't coming easy. 

| felt excited and anxious. In the early morning, however, | was jumping out of bed, just like a lark. | could even 
see that my eyes sparkle and a smile constantly brightens my face. 

| was .. happy and in love. 

Finally, THAT evening came. 

| was sitting in another hotel room, trying to focus on reading a magazine when | heard a knock at the door. | 
went to open - | usually carefully lock doors in hotels. 

It was HM on the other side. 

"Hi", he said quietly and simply. 

"Hi", | replied, suddenly unable to say anything more. 


"Will you let me in?" 


| stepped aside, letting him to enter. He looked around the room shortly, as if making sure that | was alone. 


Somehow, | already knew what's going to be. 


| brought some wine", he showed me the bottle, in his hand. In the other one he held two glasses. He put it all 
on the table and started staring at me. 


"So, pour me some, please", | smiled at him. 


He poured for both of us. We drank almost in one gulp, not taking eyes off one from the other, as if asking an 
unspoken question. He poured again and again we drank it right away, in silence. 

He put his glass down, taking mine from me, too. And then came very, very close to me. He touched my chin 
lifting my face to his and kissed me. 

At first gently, but from moment to moment more passionately. His tongue explored the inside of my mouth, 
as if it was on the plane. He was slowly unbuttoning my blouse, button after button, uncovering bare skin. This 
time | didn't wear a bra. My nipples were jutting through the thin fabric of the blouse. Robert cupped my 
breasts through it and pinched them quite heavily. My knees weakened. | moaned, so he loosened his grip, 
thinking probably that it caused me pain. But | wanted more and more and.. | wrapped my arms around his 
neck, standing on my tiptoes, to be able to do so. He pulled me closer and kissed where neck meets an arm. 

His big hands slid down on my buttock, cupping it completely. His fingers reached even deeper, causing the 
inflow of juices. He lifted up my skirt and slid his fingers under my underwear, exploring my hot and slippery 
corners of the body. After a while he began to undress me violently, trying to do it as soon as possible. | 
pushed him away, and | began to undress myself, watching him doing the same with his clothes. 


When we stood face to face, completely naked, with our breaths accelerating, Robert was looking for a moment 
as if hesitated. | was not going to wait until he changes his mind. | walked over to him, eager to feel touch of 
his hot and smooth skin on mine. My breasts leant against his belly, above the navel | felt his hard, hot penis. | 
wanted to kneel down, to take it to my mouth, but Robert didn't allow me to do this. He also knelt. We kissed 
passionately. He sat on the scratchy hotel carpet, and asked me to sit down on his lap. | embraced his neck, 
pulling him closer and | lifted my body a little to slip his throbbing penis easer into me. 

We both moaned. Next to delight, | saw a shade of some kind of surprise on his face. We froze for a moment, 
motionless. | had to get used to that strange feeling inside of me. | felt filled completely, up to the limit of pain 
He had to be aware of this because he grabbed my hips, lifted me up again slightly and changed the angle of 
his moves. | hissed in pain, because it didn’t relieved me too much. So he lay me on the back and entered 
slowly and carefully once more. | wrapped my thighs around his hips, trying to let him know by clinching them, 
whether it was already too deep or not. Soon, however, it was no longer needed. My body matched to his, 


relaxed that much that | was able to receive his entire length. | was doing this with pure delight. 


Robert knew what to do to pleasure me. His movements were well aimed and even though | was clumsy in 
some moments, it didn't take long when we both reached the top. 

| was aware of the fact that Robert took care of my pleasure first, before his own one. 

Although | was feeling embarrassed in some moments, | trusted him completely, so it was relatively easy for 
me to relax and focus on experiencing the pleasure. 

Soon, a bit breathless, we lay side by side on my single hotel bed, where we found ourselves not knowing when 


and how. 


Really, we shouldn't have been doing that." 


Robert was lying next to me with his eyes closed. He covered his face with one hand, the other one was slowly 


stroking inner side of my thigh, leaned against his thigh. 

"Do you regret it?", | asked, feeling bit of annoyance and some kind of sadness. 

He uncovered his face and looked at me. 

"| don't. Maybe | should, but .. no", he smiled. 

‘It was fantastic, but when | think that Jimmy could find out ." He shook his head and closed his eyes again. 
"He doesn't need to know", | said as | rolled on the side. 

| started to play with wavy strands of his hair. Oh, how | envied him! Many girls could only dream of hair like 
his. Robert loved when someone's was playing with them. Then, he had on the face expression of supreme 


satisfaction. A complete bliss. 


He was indecently handsome and alluring. Being so close to him, it was hard to keep hands away. | noticed a 
small, blue vein pulsing on his temple. | kissed it, at the same time breathing in Robert's scent. 


"| don't know what l'd told him. It would be a disaster .. " 
"Don't say a word or I'll think that you really regret" | put my finger on his lips. 


He turned his face toward me. 


"The only thing | regret is the fact that | could hurt you. You are so .. tiny .. so young .." 
‘lm fine. By the way, girls who chase all of you in hotels, are probably not much older? " 
He looked at me carefully. 


"Not much, | agree, but still, older. And they are not related to any of my friends.. Does it disturb you, when 


they're around?" 


"There are annoying. What irritates me the most is when they take me for one of them. And they can be 


really unpleasent. They fight for you like a wild cats. Not mincing their words, believe me. ' 
"Yeah .. | know, I've heard it many times. l'm sorry that you had to experience it. " 


"Oh, don't worry, | can cope with it" 


"| have no doubts about it" 


He hugged me. Just in time to not start freezing when a postorgasmic chill which was engulfing me. We lay like 
this for some time. | didn't know whether it were two quarters or an hour. Time didn't matter for me. But 


finally, Robert gently pulled away from me and kissed me on the forehead. 
| have to go, baby. It would be unfortunate if someone found us like this", he said. 
Reluctantly | had to agree with him. 


| watched him while he was putting his trousers and t-shirt on. When ready, he looked at me one last time and 


sent me his lopsided smile. 
"See you tomorrow .. or actually today, baby.."; he said and went out, quietly closing the door behind him. 


Night outside the window was not that deeply black anymore. It became more like shining grey. The dawn was 


close. 


Another few days passed and next concert was just behind the corner. | had nothing better to do, so since the 
morning | was helping tech guys, moving some of the lighter boxes, cases, cables, from one corner to another, 
where | was told to do so. 

| liked doing it. | learned a lot by listening to what they say and observing them during their work. And they 
liked my company, as | thought. Initially, they were rather cautious or suspicious, trying to behave politely, not 
to swear and, what was more important, trying not to comment anything related to the band or Peter. 

Later, however, they accepted me completely, knowing that | was not going there to spy on them. Some of 
them later became my friends. 

Sometimes | was allowed tuning some of Jimmy's guitars and coming on stage with them or with one of 
Jonesy's basses, to help technicians to set the sound. Drums didn't attract me this way, | couldn't play it. It 
happened several times, however, that | sat down for a moment on Bonzo's stool, looking from there at the 


audience. The impression was incredible. 


So | stood there, on stage, in a thin, cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows, in dirty jeans, all 
sweaty from fatigue and heat, with Jimmy's sunburst Gibson Les Paul hung on my arm, waiting for a signal to 
play from the sound engineer. 

| brushed away my hair from sweaty forehead. When | received the signal, | began to play an introduction to 
Since I've Been Loving You. Later, | changed the guitar and played fragments of Stairway. 

For the first time | really felt the power of this tune right then, when | stood on stage playing it on Jimmy's 
big, double-neck Gibson. | closed my eyes and just played, enjoying the melody. 


A touch on the arm interrupted me exploring of this enchanted world. A broadly smiling guitar technician was 


standing next to me. The sound has been set, it was time to return him an instrument. | sighed and took it off. 


When | was walking off of the stage, | noticed Robert, who was leaning his arm against the scaffolding. 


"You were amazing," he said and kissed me on the forehead. 


| pushed him away, | felt terribly dirty. But, obviously, it didn't bother him at all. He looked quickly around and 
dragged me to the corner between stacked boxes for equipment. He leaned me unceremoniously against it and 


began to kiss violently. | embraced his neck with my arms, my knees softened again, | was afraid that | fall. 


He kissed quite differently than before. His delicacy, sensitivity, disappeared. This what was happening then 
between us, was animal - like. He grabbed me by the buttocks and lifted and seated on his hips, pressing my 
back to the boxes. He kissed my face, neck, arm, and | wanted him not to stop. Ever. 


However, | entangled my fingers into his lion mane and pulling by hair, forced him to moved away from my 


face. He frowned, as if disappointed. 


"Come on, put me down, you nut .. Someone can see us", | said. "Come to me tonight. It will be more 


comfortable, don't you think? " 
"You're right .. | just couldn't resist. You look very alluring in this outfit. " 
"Thanks, but I'm dirty and sweaty. | was carrying cables all the day long, from one corner to another and." 


| didn't finish, because | heard a voice calling my name. | put a finger on Robert's lips, ordering him to be quiet. 
His hearing sense was as good as mine, if not better, so basically | didn't have to do that. 


We stuck our back to the walls of our temporary shelter and listened. That was Cole. 


| didn't want him to discover us. Regarding his inquisitive nature and a certain reluctance for Robert, a mutual 


one, it was better to remain him in ignorance to the nature of our contacts. 


"| gotta go, he won't stop sniffing ..", | whispered and whisked off from behind of the boxes. Robert tried to 
grab me by the hand, but he wasn't that quick. 


When he came to me in the night, we didn't waste time on unnecessary chit-chat 


Robert jumped to me like a hungry tiger. He started a fire in me. | answered passionately on each of his 
attacks. This what has happened between us was more like a battle than making love. 


We discovered or revealed wild sides of ourselves. We caught a common rhythm, we have become one. When | 
felt these particular muscle spasms, heralding the coming pleasure, | was about to faint. Robert continued his 
moves in me, deep, up to the limit of possibilities. Finally, he reached his goal. At the last moment slipped out 
of me and ejaculated on my abdomen. After a while, when he took few deep breaths, spead his semen with his 
fingertips delicately, as he was applying some kind of body balm, on my breasts, playing with my nipples, still 
very sensitive to touch. 


"Does it feel good, baby?", he asked with raspy voice. 
| stretched like a cat, squinting with delight. 


"More than good .. | feel wonderful. | thought then, at the first time or recently, that it was wonderful. But 


this.. it exceeded my expectations. " 
Robert's hand stopped moving. 
"Recently WAS the first time, wasn't it? .." he said. 


| opened my eyes and looked straight into his blue ones, looking at me enquiringly. | bit my lip and slowly shook 
my head. Well, the moment has just come. | had to tell him the truth. 
He looked at me in disbelief. 


"| don't quite understand. What you mean: no?" 


So, | confessed to him who was that girl on the plane, for whom he was so longingly looking around after 
landing. | also confessed that he was my first man. And that | didn't plan it. 


His disbelief turned into a complete dumbfoundedness. 


"| don't believe it. | just DO NOT fucking believe it! Damn it, | felt something .. In the morning, at breakfast, 
Jimmy said that you were supposed to sleep there then, but you said that you were awakened by turbulence. 
But it was me, right? You didn't go to sleep on that chair, next to Jonesy, did you? " 


"No, actually | was awakened by turbulence, but shortly after that, YOU came in. | was so stunned that | didn't 
know how to react .. And then .. then, | didn't really want to.." 


"And | caused your pain.. Christ..!" 

He hid his face in hands and didn't move them for a long time. He had to digest what he heard. | was aware of 
that. And | was afraid of what will be next. Once he thought it over, rolled on his side and propped his head on 
bent arm. Our faces were centimeters away one from another. 

"| don't know what it is, but you have something special. You are very good looking girl, of course and really 
talented one, even if you don't believe in youself. But there is something else. It does that | can't get enough of 
you. Even when I'm exhausted. Or even when you just sit quiet somewhere in the corner, pretending you're not 
there." He reached out his hand, looking for cigarettes on the night table. 


"I have a guilty conscience", added Robert, dragging a cigarette smoke. 


"| don't regret anything, but | can't stop thinking about your age. You're so young. | feel like an old satyr. 


Seriously. " 

| laughed. 

"Come on .. a satyr? Okay, let it be so. Your nymph, satyr, wants more. Let me take care of you ..", | said, 
leaning over his slender body and neared my face to his abdomen. He sighed deeply when his penis slid into my 
mouth. 

We made love that night two more times. Finally, tired Robert had to go back to his room. | was dreaming of 
time when | could fall asleep at his side and wake up still feeling his body next to mine. But | was fully aware of 
the fact that its highly unlikely .. 


eK 


To be continued in story titled "The Heat." 


